land. The fig tree putteth forth her green figs, and the
vines with the tender grape give a good smell. Arise,
my Love, my Fair One, and come away.

O my Dove, that art in the clefts of the rock, in the
secret places of the stairs, let me see thy countenance,
let me hear thy voice; for sweet is thy voice and thy
countenance is comely.

Take us the little foxes, the little foxes that spoil the
vines, for our vines have tender grapes.

My Beloved is mine and I am his : he feedeth among
the lilies. Until the day break and the shadows flee away,
turn, my Beloved, and be thou like a roe or a young hart
upon the mountains of Bether.

Come, my Beloved, let us go forth into the field, let us
lodge in the villages. Let us get up early to the vineyards;
let us see if the vine flourish, whether the tender grape
appear and the pomegranates bud forth. There will I
give thee my loves. The mandrakes give a smell, and at our
gates are all manner of pleasant fruits, new and old, which
I have laid up for thee, O my Beloved.

(from The Song of Solomon)

Every little thing can blast an infant blossome; and
the breath of the South can shake the little rings of the
Vine, when first they begin to curie like the locks of a new
weaned boy; but when by age and consolidation they
stiffen into the hardnesse of a stem, and have by the warm
embraces of the Sunne and the kisses of heaven brought
forth their clusters, they can endure the storms of the
578